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| don't know whether you venture off on purpose, trying to find a quick lay to stirr my jealousy awake. Either 
way, it fucking works. It's not like | can't tell that you're fawning all over the new pretty, Brazilian guitarist. 
You're behaving like a teenage schoolgirl with a hardcore crush. Why can't you just stick with me? Excuse me 
that my hair is falling out. Excuse me that I've got a bit of a gut. Excuse me so fucking much that I'm not 


gonna be |8 forever. 


You're not gonna complain now though, are you? When you're underneath me. That's my rule number one, ever 
since | came back - since you begged on your knees with your open mouth for me to get back to you - | don't 


bottom. It doesn't happen. If you wanna fuck me, we're gonna do it my way. I'm gonna have control. 


You feel so good, tight and smooth with your legs shaking at my sides. Your heels digging into the small of my 
back. Your hair sticking to your sweaty forehead. Your hazel eyes dazed and watery. Your cheeks flustered and 
flushed a bright shade of pink. Your plump lips hanging open, and fuck me if the bottom one isn't trembling. | 


could cum from watching you alone. 


Your nails dug into my shoulders. Your scent filling my nostrils, a mixture of arousal, corn chips and your 
usual cologne. Its the same every time, you go around being a flirt and get yourself a pretty catch. | get 
pissed and wanna get you back. It ends the same way, quick and rough. On the table. On the couch. The floor. In 
the car. The shower. The scrub. Anywhere we can be alone. 


Does it turn you on to fuck with my head? Or is it just that you love being fucked? ‘Cause | can make you 
loud. When you're on top, you're quiet with the exceptions of a growl here or there. When | top, you keen and 
whimper. Your hazel eyes fluttering shut. Your lip caught between your pearly whites. Your curls spread out 
like a halo. They're thinning too, but not like mine. | love to grab them and hold onto them as | fuck you, like a 
leash. 


Oh, you just bask in it when | go rough on you. When | pound you, and when you pitch forward. On the sheets. 
On the carpet. | bet that leaves a burn, | wonder how you're able to explain that away. Wonder whether the 


missus is suspicous. 


Not to speak of the way you feel, the way your insides squeeze me. It's amazing to stroke your cock, and feel 
how you're leaking like a faucet. You admitted yourself no one makes you cum like | do, no one makes you this 
wet. It's like you're a chick, almost. | love rubbing at the head, because each time | do, your insides churn. They 


clench, they tighten. They spasm and pull me deeper. You don't even know what you're doing to me. 


But the greatest part is when you cum. When | bite your earlobe, your nipples. When you can't take it. When 
you shudder and your toes curl against my ass cheeks. When you bury your head at the hollow of my neck. 
When you whine in pleasure. When you milk me, your warm juices releasing between us. | never pull out, | 
always make sure to shoot my load inside of you, buried as deep as | can go. It makes you mine. The gasp you 
let out is enough to let me know I've done well. 


And the best part of the deal? Your little fuckboys won't be allowed anywhere near your fine ass. Your il 
Brazilian hot shot with the Brazilian nuts you're sucking down, won't get to touch my treasure. The x-marked 


spot. Its all mine. 


